:rl£§. 


The Tragedie 

Went through the armic chearing vp the fouldiers. 

Kin. So I am latisfiechgiue me a bowle of wine, 

/haue not thatalacritie offpirit. 

Nor chearc of mind that / was wont to haue j 
Set it downers ynkeandpapcr readie / 

Rat. It is my Lord, 

King. Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratliffe about the mid of night come to my tent, 

And helpe to arm: m::leaue m; / fay. Exit Rat/ifie, 
Enter Darby to 'Richmond in his tent , 

Dar. Fortune and viftorie fit on thy helm e. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can affoord, 

Be to thy per fon, noble father in la we. 

Tell me how fares our noble mother i 
*Dar, 1 by atturney blcfic thee from thy mother. 

Who praie* continually for Richmonds good. 

So much for that , the filent houres ftealc on, 
Andflakiedarkneflebreakes within thcEaft, 

In briefe,for fo the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the arbritrement 
Ofbloodie ftrokes and mortall Baring warre, 

/as / may, that which / would I cannot. 

With bc-fi aduantage will decciue the time. 

And aide thee in this doubtfull fhocke ofartnes* 

But on thy fide /may not bee too forward, 

Lett being feene, thy brother tender George, 

Be. executed in thy fathers fight. 

Farwell, the lci/ure and the fearcfull time, 

Cuts off the feremonious vows of loue. 

And ample entcrchange of fweet difeourfe, 

Which fo long fundired frinds ftiould dwell vpen. 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights oflowe, * 

Once more adue, be valiant aud fpeed well. 

Rich.. Good Lord condutt him to his regiment,* 
/leftriuewith troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Left leaden flumberpeiferac downe tomorrow, 

When /fhould mount witih wings of vi dory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen* Exeunt, 
1 thcuwhofecaPtaine/acroimrtnv r*\t~ 
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1 0 oke on my forces with a gracious eye : 
put in their hands thy brufing Irons ofwrath, 

That they may crulh downe with a heauie fall, 
r T|ic vfurp ,n S helmets of our ^duerfkries^ 

Make vs thy minifters of chaftifement. 

That we may praife thee in thy vidoric. 

To thee I do commend my watchful! foule, 

£ re /let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking,oh, defend me ftill. 

£ nter the ghoft of prince Edfonne to Henry the fixt. 
Gkojito K, Ri, Let me fit heauie on thy foule tomorrow, 
Tlunke how thou ftabftmein my prime of youth, 
AtTeukesbury : difpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich. 3e cheereful Richmond, for the wronged foul«t 
Ofbutchred Princes fight in thy bchalfe, 

Kin® Henries i flue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the Cjhojl of Henry the fixt, 

Gho({ to K.Rii When / was mortall, my annointed body, 
By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinkeon the Tower, and me ; difpaire and die, 

Harrie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. 

To Rich, Vertuous and holy be thou conqucrour, 
Harrie that prophefied thou fhoul deft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepe,liue and floriffi, 

Enter the Cj hofl of Clarence 
Ghoft, Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 
ithatwas waflit to death with fulfome wine, 
PooreClarence by thy guile betrayd to death: 

To mdrrow in the battell thinkc on me, 

And fall thy edgelefle fword, difpaire and die. 

to Rich. 7Tiou offpring of the lioufe of Lancaftsr, 

The wronged heires of Yorke do'pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liue and Horifn. 

Enter the Cjhcfl of Ritters , G ntyfVatighan, 

Rite. Let mtfit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

Riuers that died at pomfret, difpaire and die. 

Gray, Thir.ke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire, 
Vaugh. Thinkc vpon Vaughan,and with guiltie feare 
Eet fallthy launce.difpairc and die. 
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